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will say after you 
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THE HENRY FORD PARADE AT YAPP’S CROSSING 

















Misunderstandings 
OO MANY languages are spoken. 
They confuse mankind and put 
it back toward the Tower of 
Babel. That confounded period is 
almost revived in our midst, and 


we have no use for its recrudescence. “I 
while generally spoken in 
jest, is also spoken falsely; the fact be- 
ing that nobody really gets “Steve” as 
to his precise meaning. He cannot put 
it into terms that mean to us what they 
mean to him. In a word, we speak differ- 
ent tongues. 

Take college professors, as an example 
do they understand each other? Certainly 
not. Listen to their different display of the 
same subjects when the public sits up to be 
enlightened. To all intents and purposes 
they might represent conflicting races, in 
spite of their supposed fraternal relations 


get you, Steve,” 


as one faculty of educators. 

And politicians—do they employ a stand- 
ard vernacular? Hardly. One harps on 
virtue, with meaning something; 
another on vice, with words meaning noth 
ing; a third on party standards, with words 
meaning anything; and a fourth on pros 
perity, with words meaning very little of 
everything. “Nary wan o’ thim”’ knows 
what the others are talking about. Each 


words 


\ 
~~ 


T 


has his chosen lingo, and the resulting 


oratory amounts to one of two things: a 
very agreeable noise or an extremely dis 
agreeable rumpus 

No help is in sight for this sort of thing, 
and we are bound to go on suffering indefi 
nitely. There is nobody versatile enough to 


think and talk and hear in several dialects 








all at the same time. It can’t be done. 
Hence, common parlance must be 
ardized. 

One would be a superior being if he or 
she might listen comprehendingly to the 
children, their nurse, the butler, chauffeur, 
maids, tradesmen, modiste, tailor, express- 
man, stockbroker, rector, orator, and the 


newspapers all in one day! The suggested 


stand- 


assortment of verbiage is confusion to 
think of. One plain ordinary brain is quite 


unequal to it. 
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The Measureless Uplift 
N VIEW of the uplifters to right of us, 
uplifters to left of us, uplifters behind 
us, uplifters beneath us and uplifters on 


S 


top of us, pulling and hauling, it is impossible 
to doubt that we are higher in the ethical 
scale than we were. But what is that 
scale? 

It is the great weakness of moral dynamics 
and kinetics that they still await a Newton 
and a Watt and a Galileo to discover their 
exact laws. For instance, someone should 
fix upon the ethical zero, or dead level of 
savagery. From there, if we had a moral 
barometer, we could determine our moral 
altitude or, with an ethical thermometer, 
our ethical temperature. 

Until we get these things, uplifting must 
inexact science. Until we can 
measure deontological foot-pounds and 
tabulate the specific gravity, the atomic 
weight, the chemical formule, the density 
and other facts concerning aretological units, 
still remain in the more or 
less dark, never quite certain whether a 
given uplifter is really lifting up or pulling 
down 


remain an 


we must 


The Test 
T IS the things a man could do but does 
not which stamp him as incompetent 
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The landlady’s daughter—Oh, my! You're as snug as can be in here, you and your fiddle, aren't you, Herr Jeestring ? Herr J.—Ya. Ve are 
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The World 
ASLEY has a sinecure 
And a place in life, 
Of much fortune good is sure, 
Has a charming wife; 
All things proper, primped and curled 
Seem to Easley’s gaze 
“Tt’s a fair and fine old world,” 
Mr. Easley says. 


Grumby’s a dyspeptic chap, 
Owes a lot of bills, 

Sees spread thick all o’er the map 
Real and fancied ills; 

Trouble with him seems to be 
Constantly, and cares 

“Tt’s a hard world, plain to see,” 
Mr. G. declares. 


Doctor Pointer lives serene, 
Safe from wrong, the fretter, 
Happy to have clearly seen 
How the world grows better; 
Faylor, who was crimped on ’Change, 
Doleful as a hearse, 
Sighs and says it’s sadly strange 
How it’s growing worse. 


Some contend the world is broad, 
Some complain it’s narrow, 
Some believe it all a fraud, 
Some, it’s full of marrow; 
Yea, though travelers we be, 
Though we search and labor, 
We the world may never see 
Of our next door neighbor. 


Lee Shippey. 


A Mere Incident 
<= H! We understand that you had 
an exciting adventure night before 
last?”’ tentatively remarked the able 
editor of the Polkville (Ark.) Weekly 
Clarion. 

“Nope!”’ nonchalantly replied Mr. Gap 
Johnson, from out on Rumpus Ridge. 
“Not me! You must be thinking of 
some other Johnson. That was the night 
that a bunch of seven or eight fellers, 
that had been noratin’ around that they 
was going to shoot me at sight fora little 
suthin’ or nuther, called me to the door 
and all took a shot at me. I dropped 
to the floor, crawled over and got my 
shotgun, crope out the back way, slid 
around the corner of the house, and 
sorter sifted both barrels of buckshot 
round amongst ’em impartially. They 
all went away then, except three or 





four, and I went to bed. That was all that 
happened that night, as fur as I recollect.” 
Tom P. Morgan. 


Her Position Assured 

“Her social position is fully assured, 
isn’t it?” 

“Dear me, yes. She told me the other 
day confidentially that she had now gotten 
to the point where she could snub her best 
friends without injury.” 


They Mostly Do 
She (recalling college days)—What be- 
came of our man of might? 
He—O, he married the 
mustn’t. 


woman of 


Time to Move 
“Bronks wants to sublet his apartment.’’”~ 
“Why, he called it the ideal place.” 
“I know, but the janitor doesn’t like the 
way he parts his hair.”’ 














IN GREAT-GREAT GRANDMOTHER'S DAY 


“| prithee desist, messires, thy pace is terrifying.” 





























BUT TODAY 
“ Say, Mike, what's the delay? Give her a little gas and let's be going on.” 






































* This is more fun than ridin’ in the automobile, isn’t it, father >” 


Bicsy was five-foot-four in his shoes, 
and about fifteen inches beam. He 
could persuade the scales down to 97—at 
least, if he hadn’t forgotten the 
handkerchief. Which he needed, 
for a clear-cut but ineluctable example of 
that for which handkerchiefs were first 
devised, and are still “availed of.” His 
look went with the beak—quick as a 
hawk’s—and there was something about 
the set of his chin which saved him the 
hearing of many pet names the Office ap- 
plied, in proportion to its individual hu- 
They all liked him, and all ventured to call him to his face 


extra 
also, 





mor. 
without the two latter letters of his suggestive and relishable 
The joke was about their own size, and not disagreeable 


name. 
to him. He never heard the other 
young Spriggs spoke, one day, of “the Bantam,” 


endearments. When 
Bigby never 


office 


caught the connection. 

Also, “ Big” had dined tonight—somewhat wisely, and mighty 
well. The Boss certainly knew wines! And his chef!—but doubtless 
Madeline was responsible for that widowered household. It 
tainly tasted so! And Madeline! Queens—why, they would stand 
back in stuttering rows to let her march by! Curious what mira- 
cles there are in everyday life! Here’s the Boss, only an inch taller 
than I, and weighs 220—with a child like the poet speaks of: 


Cef- 


‘A daughter of divines, Ungodly Tall, 
And most Ungodly Fair!” 
Oh, that Madeline! 


Bigby had never felt his three dimensions. Five-four-ninety- 
seven was good enough for him; and he had never taken thought 
that he ought to have added a cubit to his stature. But now he 
remembered how She had bent to bid him good-bye—yes, Bent, 


THE BANTAM 


By CHARLES F. LUMMIS 


though she didn’t seem to know it. And 
her smile—that strange, wonderful smile! 
But—but—why, it couldn’t have been 
pitying! He thought he had given a very fair account of himself 
at dinner. Things that he read always stuck by him pretty well; 
and he generally read a good line of the Best—not sellers, but stay- 
ers. As to the Crusfdes—well, when Madeline brought that up, 
he was right at home. And how her eyes glowed for Richard 
Yea and Nay—and how gently she smiled across on him, Bigby! 
But 

Bigby sighed. For thé first time he realized his handicap. 
Among men it wasn’t so. He was able to look any of them in the 
eye. He hadn’t noticed that he had to look up—and neither had 
they. He didn’t know why—but they did. That’s why the Office, 
confidential-like, referred to him as “ Banty.” 

But the momentary taking thought as to his stature faded to 





Girl 


Clerk—Anti-bilious ? 
Girl—No, sir; it’s father. 


Gimme five cents’ worth of pills. 








He’d known her since she was a 
And now—a slender Juno! And 


unalloyed memories of Madeline. 
slip of a girl, hardly so tall as he. 
a face——! 

Bigby suddenly wished he were seven feet tall. If She could 
look away up to him! And then he’d dare lay his hand on that 
brown head, and say— 

“Say, you shrimp! Wha’ you runnin’ into me for?” 

It was not at all Bigby’s fault, even though his head was in the 
clouds and his feet had no special instructions. It was the huge 
fellow that lurched around the corner and bumped him a yard back- 
ward—and dropped a vast fist to clutch him. 

But before the arrival of the paw, Bigby was a yard further back yet. 

“TI beg your pardon,” he said, quite softly. But he was thinking 
fast. 

“Beg nuthin’, you grasshopper! I'll tache ye!” 

““Mebbe I need it,” said Bigby, “but are you all alone?” 

“Me? I was goin’ for a sandwich—but you'll do!” 

And he grabbed at Bigby with both paws—but again the 
“sandwich” was at that instant 

“TI never run,” said Bigby, a little 
more with accent, “and I guess you can 
lick me. But I’m the featherweight cham- 
pion in my ward, and you’d better take off 
that overcoat, to do it easy.”” His heart 
was sick. This big brute would probably 
kill him. He’d never see Madeline again. 
But he’d die trying—and he strutted at 
the giant, like a bantam at a shanghai, with 
little turns of his elbows and twists of his 
wrists, and a certain “foot-work”’ that 
were not lost on the giant ex-pugilist. 
Clearly, the shrimp knew his daddles. 

“It’s a sorrow to ate ye,” said Big 
Mike—but he was impressed. ‘“‘ And wust 
yet to catch ye. I’m no long-distance run- 
ner. So here’s to it!” He unbuttoned the 
heavy ulster, and started to peel it off. 
Just as it came to his elbows, Bigby sprang 
like a wildcat, and caught the slack, and 
threw himself clear of the ground in a des- 
perate kick sidewise with both feet. Down 
they went together—the pigmy and the 
pinioned giant. But Bigby was upper, and 
his thumbs were in effect where Adam has 
saved what he got of the apple—the core. 

“TI wouldn’t hit you at a disadvan- 
tage,” he remarked judicially, thumping 





somewhere else. 


you, sir. 





Jack—This reference from Bob Gotrox says you are all right in every way. 
Jack—H'm, and he said the same thing about the girl I married, and of 


the big, bushy head to the sidewalk for punctuation of each 
alternate word—*“‘but this is fair. I'll teach you to take some- 
one your size.’ Big Mike was Mitigated. That uncannily wise 
grip on his throat, the pile-driving of his skull, and a pair of 
trained knees educating his abdomen—he subsided, after a few 
giant heaves and clutchings, and lay like a demijohn dissipated. 
Bigby came to his feet, looking down at the gasping hulk, and 
with perhaps a little pardonable exaltation of his chest. But then it 
dropped, and adeep humility seized him. Astreet brawl! What would 
Madeline think, if she ever knew? And the Boss—Chairman of the 
Pacificist League! It was only then that he caught a sound very 
like a sob, and wheeled to see an autoat the curb ten feet behind him. 
“We had to go to the station,” said the Boss, “to meet some 
friends on the midnight train. And we watched the whole business 
and waited to see if you needed any help. But you’re all right, 
all right. Never saw anything cleverer. Hop in with us. We'll 
take you home later.” But Madeline, when he was seated beside 
her: “‘How noble! And they say there are no heroes any more! 
Why, I shall always look up to you, Mr. Bigby!” 





CNAME 
Valet—Yes, sir. Thank 


the Giants last spring! 


















Owner—What's wrong? 


The Simple Life 
NORTHERNER chanced to spend the 
night in a run-down farmhouse in even- 

ing, by telling him about the riches of South 
Carolina. His host 
whiled away the 
time by boasting of 
the county andthe 
aristocracy of its 
inhabitants. The 
farmer described 
his own family as 
being the best in that part of the State. 

The next morning, the visitor heard his 
host rousing a sleepy son in these words: 

“Charley, git up an’ wash yo’ face in 
the crik and then climb the persimmon tree 
an’ git yo’ breaktus.” 








Reconciled 
A calm, dispassionate young man mar- 
ried a lively, emotional girl. Soon after 
the honeymoon had flitted away, they set 





= 
FELLOW SUFFERERS 


Why, this confounded engine is knocking again. 
My sewing machine often does the very same thing. 


about to remake each other. - Their efforts 
meeting with indifferent success, the young 
husband grew cynical and his wife grew very 
morose. For months they led a miserable 
existence in a vale of and tears. 
Finally, however, they gave up all hope of 
leveling their divergent personalities, and 
lived happily unto a ripe old age. 

Domestic happiness consists in working 


A. E. Supp. 


sarcasm 


out your own salvation. 


The Unfortunate Part 
Willis—This war has made a lot of differ- 
ence with the fashions, I mean as respects 
the fellows who design them. 
Gillis—Yes, and it hasn’t made any dif- 
ference at all with the fashions, I mean as 
respects the fellow who pays for them. 


Habit 
“Does he pay his alimony promptly?” 
‘“No; I have as much trouble in getting 
money out of him asif I were married to him.” 





SJ 
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GUA 





Aunt Ellen—Now isn't that odd! 


Misunderstood 


HAVE observed (and so no doubt have you) 
That when the net is drawn, the reckoning 
due, 
The cornered villain who is brought to book 
Iridignantly denies he is a crook; 
Says he is martyr to some motive good; 
In other words, that he’s “misunderstood.” 


Sometimes he’s lucky with this subterfuge, 

Is pardoned (to his satisfaction huge), 

And hies his way to fresher, greener fields 

To reap again credulity’s rich yields. 

Yet when he’s caught red-handed, “with the 
goods,” 

Once more his tearful whine, “‘ Misunderstood.” 


I have observed (and so I’m sure have you) 

That when your dark suspicions are most true, 

When “dead to rights” you have your bird in 

hand— 

No circumstance you could misunderstand 

The crook who knows he’s due to “get it good” 

Breaks down and snivels “I’m misunderstood!” 
Strickland Gillilan. 





LAUGHS BY THE WAY 


By WILBUR D. NESBIT 


Man 
AS a general thing, taken by 
and large, men are honest 
except with themselves. 

A man will cheat himself on 
his score at golf, when he knows 
that failing to set down the full 
number of strokes does not make 
him a better golfer. 

If he is a fat man, and is diet- 
ing to reduce, he will shove the weight back a pound or 
when he knows in his heart he is 


’ 





two on the scales, 
heavier than that. 
Then he will tell his friends about “going around yes- 
terday in 92,” and “taking off a.pound and a half in three 
days” by his diet. 
With these two exceptions almost every man is honest. 
Therefore, all you need to do is to discount what he says 


about golf or reducing. 


Movie Salaries 

“TT HAVE been making a few calculations,” 

serrated whiskers and the foreshortened pencil, looking up from 
his paper. “I have kept a record of the salaries paid moving picture 
stars, and find that they can be paid, provided we run the mint 
night and day and speed up the bank note printing plants to a 
double schedule. Within two years the aggregate sum paid moving 
picture stars would settle all the national debts of all the governments 
of the world, dig eight Panama canals and build and equip nine 
transcontinental railways, to say nothing of providing postoffice 
buildings and white marble libraries in all cities of over five thousand 
inhabitants. The only thing that bothers me is to figure how the 
banking facilities of the world can be made sufficiently extensive 
to handle the enormous amount of funds that will be deposited by 


says the man with the 


the film actors and actresses.”’ 





Doctor—You have nervous prostration. 
Jones—But I can’t leave my business. 
Doctor—You don't need to—give the ticket to your wife. 


His wife 


Buy a ticket for California at once. 








That's a good idea, Thomas! Try to catch him in your net! 
Suspicious 

“Mr. Jones,” says the proprietor to his superintendent, “I 

think you had better have a little investigation made of young 

Freely.” 

“Why, he seems to be very industrious and perfectly satisfied; 
he gets a very low salary, but he never asks for a raise. He has 
about as hard a place as anybody on the pay roll, but he is really 
doing well.” 

**That’s just it. When 


a man who works for us, at what we pay, is cheerful, then’s the time 


The young man is entirely too cheerful. 


to suspect him.’ 


Misunderstood Her 

“Harold,” says his prim, maiden aunt, who is lunching with him 
during her visit to the great city. ‘“*Do you think a lady should 
smoke cigarets in a public dining room?” 

“Why, [ humbly beg your pardon,” 
stammers Harold, nervously beckoning 
a waiter. “I'll order a package for you 
right away, aunty.” 


Her Habit 
}* IR thines made here she little cares; 
What we achieve ne'er stirs her pride; 
Shoes, hats, and everything she wears 
She orders from the other side. 


\nd yet I'd not condemn the maid 
If it were not (though ardently 

So long to her my court I’ve paid) 
Phat she’s so foreign, too, to me! 


Vathan M. Levy. 


An Observation 
LTHOUGH Dan Cupid sometimes may 
Not hit the mark, I hold 
His arrows seldom go astray 
When they are tipped with gold! 
Harold Susman. 


Troubles 
OST troubles that so rouse our fret— 
When everything seems going wrong, 
\re trifles that we'd quite forget 
If a real trouble came along. 
Strickland Gillilan. 


























LOVE TYRANNY 


Ellen to the almost exhausted victim: “Don’t give up, George, for our sake don’t! 











Mother is just beginning to enjoy it.” 


Sad Sight * Aren’t Mr. and Mrs. Peasblow very old-fashioned?” 
1 merican contractor—These pyramids have been here for some ‘Ridiculously so. I saw them skating together the other night.” 


time, haven’t they? 
Egyptian guide—Thousands of years, sir. 


tmerican contractor—Um., Pity to let all that material go to 
waste. Why, there’s enough for the foundation of a whole city of 


houses; and practically all ready. 


Stood By Her 
“Congratulations! I hear your daughter is engaged.” 
“Yes. It came as a surprise.” 
“Well, now that it is really so, I want to tell you that there 
Was never a moment when I gave up all hope for you.” 


Catching On To Dad 
Eddie—Let’s sneak ‘round behind the barn an’ smoke a 
cigarette. 
Sammy—Too likely to get caught. Ever since Dad swore oif 
New Year's Day, he’s been sneaking around there to smoke his 


own. 


Complete 
“Do you mean to say you only paid fifty dollars for that 
frock?” 
‘Ves: but that of course was without the trimmings.” 
‘*How much were the trimmings?” 
“A hundred and fifty.” 


He Believed in Being Prepared 
Cowboy—Give me a couple of my best six-shooters, an ammu- 
nition belt and two knives. 
Wife—What are you going to do to-night? 








‘minh tte ee ; i as , “Why have you got your collar turned up? You surely aren't cold 
ap) , ¢ 7 > rs ee { " ‘ soctet oO! " s 8 
Cowboy—I am headed for a meeting of the loca ciety on on a day like this. 
International Peace. “No, I'm wearing a necktie my wife gave me for Christmas. 














INSURANG e. 





KEPT insurance on my dwelling for many years, till I waxed 

old; and what it cost there is no telling —it used up all my store 
of gold. 

The other Jonathans and Jennies spent time in wassail and 
carouse; but I was always saving pennies to buy insurance for my 
house. 

The Smiths, the Pangborns and the Bickles went touring to the 
sea and back; but I was always saving nickels to put insurance on 
my shack. 

I used to long to see it burning; that was my one intense desire; 
I went to bed each night a-yearning to wake and find the house 
ifire. Then I would get insurance money, and I could buy a motor 
car; this life would seem serene and sunny, with all its troubles 
shooed afar. I used to dream the flames were crawling along its 
timbers and its beams, and I could hear the scantlings falling 
which shows how much there is in dreams. 

My neighbors’ houses burned around me, but mine still stood, 
untouched, uncharred, the fire fiend never sought or found me, and 
I admit I took it hard. 

The lightning struck adjoining shanties, but never took a shot 
at mine; which made me quote some things of Dante’s that killed 
my figtree and my vine. 

At last I said, “I'll quit insuring, and I’ll blow in the coin I 
earn; this house of mine, so long-enduring, has shown it simply 
cannot burn.” 

The agent came and begged and pleaded, and showed the folly 
of my course; the language for six hours he kneaded, and whooped 
around till he was hoarse. But I was firm: ‘‘ No more insurance for 
Uncle Clarence,” I replied; “I’ve reached the end of my endurance, 
and now I’ll let the premiums slide.” 

My policy ran out on Sunday —the recollection deeply hurts 
and my old house burned down on Monday, and all I saved was 
seven shirts. 

The Value of Reticence 
“What makes you think Stillwater is such a clever fellow? I 
never heard him say anything more than ‘yes,’ or ‘no!’”’ 
“That’s what convinces me he is clever.” 
Carrying It to the Limit 
Mrs. Brownstone—Why did you name your son Eugene? 
Mrs. Backbay—To show he is the result of a perfectly eugenic 
marriage. 


The Notion Counter 
F YOU think you are famous, try giving your name to a sales- 
person. 

Why is it women like to do what Freedom did when Kosciusko 
fell? Whenever daughter shrieks I generally find that the groceries 
have come or some similar catastrophe has occurred. 

A city is a central spot where the men go to make it and the 
women to spend it. 

The difference between a good husband and a bad one is the 
difference between constant content and occasional happiness. 

The virtues of men, at best, are negative: I admire a woman for 
what she is, and a man for what he isn’t. 

All women are convinced that all men are terrible, except possi- 
bly one. 

It is a simple matter to be neutral if you don’t know the national- 
ity of any of your grandparents. 

After you find the first gray hairs you begin to think that pow- 
dered hair was not such a foolish custom after all. 

About the time a man ought to quit wearing red ties he begins 
to wear them. 

Some nations and all women begin hostilities without declaring 
war. 

I lose all interest in a book as soon as somebody tells me it will 
improve my mind. Douglas Malloch. 
The Age of Quickness 

HE MODERN wife placed two plates with knives, forks, spoons 

and tumblers on the dining-room table, and took two paper 
napkins from a drawer, laying one beside each plate. 

Then she lighted the gas stove, opened a can of soup and placed 
it in a skillet to heat. Next she opened two cans of vegetables and a 
can of salmon and heated these. She cut six slices of baker’s bread 
and quartered a baker’s pie, placing everything on the table together 
with butter, salt, pepper and a pitcher of cold water. 

“John,” she said briskly, “‘your dinner’s ready.” 

William Sanford. 


Never! 
“Do you think a man’s wife ought to go to his office?” 
“Why, I would just as soon think of taking my stenographer 
home with me.” 











“I told you not to make me take a bath, ma. Look how 
plain that hole in my stocking shows now. 
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By J. A. 


UNPERTURBED 





HUSBAND 


WALDRON 








ENTIMENTAL difficulties, based upon temperamental differ- 
ences, had long before led the Wildmays to declare a mat- 
rimonial truce. They existed under one roof, and when 

servants were about they professed compatibility. It was all pre- 
tence, but it was fine acting. 

*T shall never divorce you, John,”’ Mrs. Wildmay asserted upon 
this occasion or that. And as there never was a suspicion as to her 
own matrimonial bona fides, John was satisfied to enjoy the situation. 

Mrs. Wildmay’s original complaint, often amended from newly 
discovered evidence along original lines, was that Wildmay never 
seemed sorry for anything he really should feel sorry about. He 
made nothing of things which would have embarrassed most men 
to the point of incoherence. And thus Mrs. Wildmay was con- 
strained now and then to ignore the truce and begin hostilities, 
which, as a rule, she had to conduct without reprisal and without 
reforming result. One morning she lay in wait for Wildmay. 
During his absence the better part of the previous night she had 
busied herself inquisitively, and she greeted him with the air of 
one who holds trumps to the limit. 





“How about this, John?” 

Wildmay carelessly scanned a letter she handed him and read 
aloud its superscription, ‘Dearest Harold.” 

“Not for me, my dear. You know my name isn’t Harold.”’ 

‘**But I found it in one of the coats you wore last summer.”’ 

“Last summer, eh? To me last summer is as remote as the dis- 
covery of America.” 

*“Can you jest about a matter so serious? I’m no crystal-gazer, 
but I can construct a very logical chain of events from this letter.” 

“Oh, don’t give me Sherlock Holmes stuff! You’re no de- 
tective, my dear.” 

“Wait. Last summer you declined to go to our camp in the 
Adirondacks and went off alone on a trip through the lakes to 
Mackinac.” 

‘You mean, my dear, that you declined to take the lake trip, 
preferring the Adirondacks.” 

“‘And on your trip, pursuing your philandering impulse, you 
started a flirtation with some woman. Correspondence resulted. 
She signed herself, as you see, ‘Yours happily, Edith.’” 
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MODERN VERSION—HOME-LOVING HEARTS ARE HAPPIEST 


““And called me ‘Harold’ because ‘Harold’ isn’t my nam 
Wildmay’s smile was exasperating, and it grew more bland as 
Mrs. Wildmay stood silent for a moment with jaws set. 

\ man in such circumstances can assume 
any name but his own. And the letter! I don’t 
wonder you hold it gingerly! It’s positively scan- 
dalous in amatory suggestion! What a huzzy 
she must be!” 

““How often, my dear, have I asked you to 
let bygones be bygones?”’ 

** Altogether too often, John W ildmay tg 

“But what profit can there be in raking over 





the ashes of fires that have gone out?” 


“You're always starting new fires—always philandering! Even 
last night, while you were out, a young woman called to see you. 
James came to me about it I told him to tell her to call this 
morning.” 

‘* James has little tact, my dear. You think him a model servant, 
and I never interfere with domestic arrangements, do I?” 

There was a sharp, determined ringing of the bell. 

“Now you're caught! I believe that’s the girl again. You may 
see her first, but I shall insist upon seeing her afterward!” 

James appeared. ‘‘A young woman to see you, sir.”’ 

“All right, James,” replied Wildmay, going into the hall. The 
young woman had followed James in, and met Wildmay at the 
entrance to the room in which she saw Mrs. Wildmay who tried 


to appear unconcerned. 

“And so you’re John Wildmay, not Harold Trevelyn,”’ said the 
visitor, glaring from Wildmay to Mrs. Wildmay. 

“Apparently,” he replied. “But you really seem to be Miss 
Edith Bond.” 

“And so this is ‘Yours happily, Edith,’ is it?” said Mrs. Wild 


may, turning to them, and glaring in turn. ‘Where's that letter 
I want to see if this young woman will admit authorship! 

W ildmay apparently had sequestered the letter, for it was not in 
sight. But Miss Edith Bond drew out of her muff a package of 
letters. ‘‘I came here to show your husband up, madam,” she said, 
“and here are some letters that may interest you.” 

“Where did you get that ring?” asked Mrs. Wildmay, pointing 
at a handsomely-decorated finger of Miss Bond. 

“It was given to me by Mr. Harold Trevelyn.” 

“You know, my dear,” said Wildmay, turning with an apolo 
getic air that was half mockery to Mrs. Wildmay, “you had dis 
carded that ring, having grown a bit stout ” 

\n auto horn sounded in the key of impatience. 

“There!” continued Wildmay, “that’s my chauffeur! He knows 
I’ve an engagement in Broad Street at cleven, and here it is ten 
forty-five!’ 

“But are you going to leave us with this scandalous matter 
unsettled?”” Mrs. Wildmay was red with anger. 

“You know, my dear, I never miss an engagement And what 
if you ladies wish to repose confidences in each other? I should 
be in the way.” 

And with a graceful salute impartially directed, he left them 
facing each other. 


Ultimatum 

For some moments we stand on the corner, waiting until the 
street crossing shall be passable. 

The long, low rakish vehicle continues to roll by. 

Casting our eyes down the street along its length we mutter: 

“What a nuisance these two-hundred-cylinder cars are! I'll 
either have to own one myself or transact all my business on this 
side of the street.” 
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NEW YORK 


ON BROAD STREET, 


So this is the Curb Market ! 
It is quiet where the values are large. 





I thought speculation was a quiet sort of function. 


reater the noise. 


The smaller the transaction the g 


One would think war had broken out ! 


Gwendolyn 
Edward 
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We Had a Horse 
E HAD a horse. No thoroughbred but 
plumpish and pretty. Small ears, soft, 
melting eyes and—a disposition. 

She would bite. She would kick whenever her 
legs felt the need of sudden gymnastics, regard- 
less of human proximity—favoring it rather. 
She was hateful. 

She was greedy. She would leave her feed and 
chasing the other horses away from their own would 
eat it insolently. And they let her, standing 
with hungry but adoring eyes while she feasted. 

She was lazy. She could trot, she could canter, she could pace, she 
could gallop—she was accomplished. Yet she balked upon the road with 
a light buggy and would not be persuaded without carrot or candy. | She 
bit at you when you put the harness on and ran when you went to 
catch her. 

We said that all she needed was a good beating and some day she would 
get it. But we did not beat her, we argued that it would do no good with 
a beast so high spirited. We vowed we would sell her. But we did not 
sell her—we thought no one else wanted an animal so unenviably dis- 
positioned. 

One evening she got out of the pasture and was lost. We grinned 
laboriously at each other and remarked that it was jolly good riddance. 
We rehearsed all her faults and compared scars where she had nipped us. 
We were uproariously elated to think she had left us. We said so. 

When bedtime came one of us took the lantern and went to the 
pasture bars and examined them, and looking up saw a dark figure who 
remarked casually that he thought it would soon be moonlight, and fell 
into step beside the other one. And pretty soon they saw a third figure that 
coughed and explained that he always liked to take a little ramble at 
night so that he could sleep better. 

We found the horse and brought her back and said that now was the 
time for her to get the beating she deserved so richly. We went into the 
barn, and one of us came out with a measure of oats and the other had a 
panful of carrots which he nearly spilled bumping into the one with the 
apples. 

She ate them, and nipped at us when she finished. So we brought 
her some more, for we loved her. She was ungrateful. She de- 
manded all and gave nothing, and caused us nothing but trouble, 
You see she was very like some Women! 


Hale Merriman. 























but we loved her. 





First chauffeur—This recommendation from your last employer doesn’t speak very highly of you. 


You see, I wrote it myself. 


Second chauffeur—Well, I’m a modest guy. 














But on the other hand— 


Signs 
How is your girl getting along with her violin lessons?” 
“Very well. Some of the neighbors who moved away 
are already beginning to come back.” 


Doing Him Justice 
First editor—Here’s one of the most learned 
men in the country Skimmerton— 
just passed away. What shall I say about him? 
Second editor—You might refer to him as a 
finished scholar. 


Professor 


Extremes 
“Funny thing about Mrs. Hopspur; beautiful 
clothes, but no style.” 
‘*There’s where she differs from some others, 
who have beautiful style, but no clothes.” 


Superficial 
IV ife—In order that I may get the money on this 
check do the people at the bank have to know me? 
Husband—Yes, they have to know you, but 
not as well as I do; otherwise they wouldn’t 
give you a cent. 


Husband—There’s no use talking, my dear, 
saving money does make one feel better. 
Wife—But I don’t want to feel any better. 








sé HAT a perfectly horrible play!” said 
the Débutante 

“But well-performed,” said the Critic 

‘I don’t care how well-performed it was,” 
replied the Débutante, “I’m simply a wreck 
after that awful fourth act. I’ve never been 
so on edge in my life!” 

“Well,” said I, “** The Devil’s Garden’ is 
bound to be morbid. Have you read the 
book? In general, I am rather cautious 
about plays that are formed from some novel 
or other; but Edith Ellis has succeeded in 
making a good play out of one. That in 
itself is no mean feat.”’ 

“It’s more than Harrison Rhodes did with 
‘Ruggles of Red Gap,’ contributed the Tired 
Business Man. I went to see that play with 
high hopes, and I’m bound to say that I was 
disappointed. The poker-game in the first 
act was funny; but, after the book, the rest 
of the action dragged. I don’t think you 
can dramatize a book that leaves so much to 
the imagination as Wilson’s does. ‘The 
Devil’s Garden’ is different—there’s so much 
action and plot.”’ 

The Critic looked at the Tired Business 
Man with a new respect. 

“If some ambitious authors—perhaps | 
had better say ‘revampers’—realized the 
truth of what you have just said, fewer 
dramatized novels would take the trail to the 
Kingdom of the Ausgespielt,’”’ he said. “* But 
to return to the matter in hand, [ think 
‘The Devil’s Garden’ is a very good play 

The Suburbanite expressed himself. 

“Never again for me!” he said. ‘The 
next time I want to get real depressed I'll 
think about the tie-up on the railroads during 
that blizzard. I can’t say I’m overfond of 
such a morbidity-jag as I’ve had tonight. 
I’ve had my feelings worked on enough for 
this year, thank you.”’ 

“It is a very morbid play, I will admit,”’ 
said the Critic, “but life is sometimes lik« 
that, and we should not complain if, when the 
mirror is held up to Nature, the reflection is 
not always pleasing.” 

“But there’s no necessity for reflecting 


C U KR TIT A 


By CYRITI {NDRENW 


depressing things,” said the Suburbanite. 
“IT don’t think that a play should make me 
feel as though I'd committed a crime and had 
a secret-service man on my track.” 

“Your old idea of the function of the 
Theatre!’ snapped the Critic 

I saw that these two were about to go at 
it, as they usually did on the question of the 
real object of the Theatre: so I intervened 

‘I’m glad to see that Otis Skinner is with 
us again,” I said, ‘and it is an added pleas 
ure to see him in one of Jones’ dramas. 
‘Cock o’ the Walk’ is a fine come dy, and in 
view of the coming Shakspere celebration 
it is especially enjoyable.” 





ONE OF JUDGE’S FAVORITES 
MADGE KENNEDY 
Weather forecast: “Fair and Warmer,” with the 
accent on the “ Fair.” 
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‘I wonder how many people will really 
appreciate the fact that this celebration is 
to commemorate the three-hundredth anni 
versary of Shakspere’s death?” remarked 
the Critic. ‘‘When one considers the facts, 
and notes that the Bard is still the acknowl 
edged leader of all dramatists, it furnishes 
us with food for thought as to the quality of 
the plays that are served up to us in these 
degenerate days.” 

‘You can’t get Otis Skinner away from 
Oriental costumes, can you?” said the 
Suburbanite, irrelevantly. ‘I thought for a 
while that he’d go through the whole per 
formance without appearing in flowing robes 
and a turban; but, sure enough, up he came 
in the last act in all the trappery. It re 
minded me of ‘ Kismet.’”’ 

“Forgetting Otis Skinner for a_ while,” 
said the Critic, “it would appear that the 
best piece of work in the whole performance 
was in the third act. Making due allowance 
for the ‘fatness’ of the parts, the Right 
Reverend Bishops were wholly delightful.”’ 

‘| suppose it’s impossible to put anything 
over these days without a Trial Scene,” 
said the Tired Business Man, “but at 
least the trial scene in ‘Cock o’ the Walk’ 
was minus judge, jury and weeping pris 
oner. And nobody said ‘Objection over 
ruled.’”’ 

‘*T suppose we are in a rather mixed frame 
of mind, with a comedy and a tragedy under 
discussion,” said the Critic. “But, after 
all, a much clearer perspective is gained by 
taking extremes in the Drama when one 
wishes to express opinions.” 

“In your opinion, then, the law of aver- 
ages does not apply to criticism,” said the 
Tired Business Man. 

“We must always take extremes in ordet 
to get at the mean,” replied the Critic. 
““In short, the Maxim of Emulsions applies 
to Broadway.”’ 

“The Maxim of Emulsions?” 
the Tired Business Man, puzzled. 

“Shake Well Before Using,” replied the 
Critic. 


repeated 








a 





Suffrage Facts and Fancies 


By ANNA CADOGAN ETZ 


When Wives Are Most Valued by Husbands 
“ TOHN,” said the wife of a worthy up- 

state New York farmer, “can you let 
me have two dollars? Il am going into town 
with the eggs and have some shopping to 
do - 

“Indeed not,” he reproachfully answered. 
“I think that as I give you all the egg money 
you ought not to ask for more.” 

On the way to town her sleigh got mixed 
up with a passing freight train and Mary 
was on the invalid list for four months. 
‘,hereupon John sued the railroad for a 
thousand dollars’ damages due to loss of 
his wife’s services. 

Which proves that a wife rises and falls 
in her husband’s esteem through no fault of 
hers, or that Mary’s hens were laying about 
three thousand dollars’ worth of eggs a year. 


Men Refuse Their Own Medicine 

| MARYLAND the powers that be have 

taken to beating wife beaters. The law 
has reposed unenfor« ed on the statute book 
for over fifty years. During that time the 
wives who have been beaten have endured 
with silent fortitude the pain and ignominy. 
At least the press has not recorded their 
protests. 

But when the 
own 


administered a 
dose of his man 
charged with wife beating, he not only 
screamed aloud with anguish, but his 
spiritual suffering was so great that he 
declared himself disgraced for life and a 
wanderer henceforth from home and state. 
When we get down to the rugged facts 
of life it is man who is of the gentler sex. 
If you don’t believe it, ask any dentist. 


court 
medicine to a 


Do Women Want To Vote: Just A 

Few Straws | 
THOUSAND women cared so much 
about the right to vote or not to vote 
that they pilgrimed to Washington to tell 
the government how they felt about it. 
President Wilson received them. They 
numbered, as they passed down the line, 
800 suffragists and 200 anti-suffragists. 
The representative women in practi- 
cally all the states are banded together 
into state federations of women’s clubs. 
Thirty-two of these state federations have 
scrapped their out-of-date ideas and 


marched into the suffrage fold. The Na- 
tional Federation is there. The Inter- 
national Federation is there. 

In twelve states women can vote and do so 
in enormous numbers. Voting is not com- 
pulsory. If they did not want to vote they 
would not. 

These are just a few straws to show how 
the wind is blowing among women and they 
show it headed toward democracy. 


By Their Games Ye Shall Know Them 
OME hundreds of years ago, little high- 
born maidens had their crinoline pinned 
up while they played blind man’s buff. 
Those were thrilling times for little girls. 

Bead work and wax flowers once stood as 
the sign and the symbol of the athletic 
achievements of the young female. 

Later she stood in the midst of voluminous 
stiffened skirts playing at archery. Oh, most 
modest and decorous of athletic ventures! 

Croquet came and brought with it vast 
emancipation, for it involved motion swift 
and accurate. It was played in hoopskirts and 
sunbonnets, but, my, how they skipped about! 

Good old Matthew Vassar sent the bali 
rolling toward freedom for women, and 
Vassar girls in ugly grey dresses and pinked 
sashes of red flannel went through prim 
movements to the tune of the anvil chorus. 





And finally came tennis, the real emanci- 
pator of woman. At last she was free. Rub- 
ber soles; short skirts; hatless and sweatered. 
And with physical freedom came a great 
impetus to the votes for women movement, 
for physical freedom induced spiritual liberty. 

For just as a naughty child can be reduced 
to meekness by holding him firmly, so that 
he can’t move; just as a crowd packed so 
closely that individual movement is impos- 
sible easily degenerates into a mob; so the 
spiritual subjection of women through the 
ages has gone hand in hand with clothes that 
made movement difficult and social custom 
that decreed it unwomanly. 


A Cunning Shopper 
Ques a very clever shopper, 
For the Kiddies and for Popper, 

And you need not try to stop her, 

Not a bit! 
She is wise as all the sages, 
With the wisdom of the ages 
From the advertising pages, 

And she’s fit! 


Unpleasant Honor 


HE VOWED she'd head the household firm, 
But it was some disheart'ner 
When he explained that one so placed 
Was called the senior partner. 
J. E. Sanford. 


Guest—Why do you give your daughter such an awful nickname as ‘‘Misery” > 
Host—Because she loves company. 
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The new periscope for the back stroke— 
to obviate collisions.—Punch (London). 








Week End 


Was hast du denn, Emmi, du bist chlechter 
Laune? 

Ach, ich bin in solcher Verlegenheit, wir haben keit 
Geback mehr Als wir heute bei der alten Exzellenz 
Besuch machten, gibt mein Mann anstatt der Visit 
karten unsere Brot-Karten ab 





“What's wrong, Emma? You look so 
depressed.” 

““Oh, I’m so embarrassed! We have no \ 
more bread in the house. When we called 
on His Excellency today, my husband left 


our bread cards instead of our visiting A Masher 


” “fy ve - orl 
cards.”—Lustige Blaetter (Berlin). Steen Gin eieks Dike ethan Hi 
Nein! 
Nur dann sind Sie eir 


“Isn’t your name Birdie, my beautiful 
Miss?” 

=...” 

“Well, then, you are one!"’—Fliegend. 
Blaetter (Munich). 





A Nice Remedy 


Nerviser Nachbar—Um Himmelswillen, Frau Bormanr 
wie Kénnen Sie Ihrem Séhnchen nur ein so furchtbares 
Larm-instrument wie diese Kindertrompete geben! 

Dame— Das tu ich doch nur, wenn es weint, damit es 
ruhig sei 


Nevous Neighbor—In the name of Heaven, 





Our Silent Navy 


Frau Bormann, how can you give your little Lady—On a submarine? How jolly! And 
son such noisemaker as that trumpet? what do you do? 

The Lady—Oh, I only let him have it when Sailor—I runs for’r’d, mum, and tips her 
he cries, to make him keep still—Meggen- up when we want to dive. 


dorfer Blaetter (Munich). —London Opinion. 














Tommy (his rifle at the enemy’s seat of 


affection)—Hands up, or I'll blow your 
brains out!—Sketch (London). 





Logic 

“Savez-vous ce qui se serait produit si les mineurs 
nglais avaient continué a refuser de descendre? 

“Eh bien! c'est le charbon qui se serait mis a monter."" 

“Do you know what will happen if the 
English miners refuse to go down?” 

“No, what?” 

“Coal will go up!” —Le Rire (Paris). 
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—Siill going strong. 
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Porter (reassuringly, referring to the case of “ Johnnie Walker”): “IT wiLL BE ALL RIGHT BEHIND, SIR.” 
Traveller (nervously) : ‘‘ Maype, BuT I'vE LEFT A CASE OF ‘ JOHNNIE WALKER’ BEHIND, BEFORE!” 
Porter : ‘* BuT IT’S MUCH SAFER IN THESE NON-REFILLABLE BOTTLES.” 


One cannot blame a traveller for being nervous lest his case of “* Johnnie Walker ’’ Red Label be left behind, but it is 
reassuring to know that ‘ Johnnie Walker” is to be had everywhere. The sun never sets on “ Johnnie Walker,” nor 
on the particular man who asks for it. 


Every drop of * Johnnie Walker” Red Label in a non-refillable bottle is over 10 years old. 
GUARANTEED SAME QUALITY THROUGHOUT THE WORLD. 
Agents : WILLIAMS & HUMBERT, 1158 Broadway, NEW YORK. 


JOHN WALKER & SONS, Lrp., Wuisky Distitters, KILMARNOCK, Scor.Lanp, 

















King George lV 


The TOP- NOTCH Scotch 
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Become a- Traffic ic Man 


Recently enacted railroud and B a type Commerce 
semaistions sestentate tate trained Traffic specialists. The 
ter than the supply. You can  aalesly 
r-!; lor one of no ma what 
e train you 4 mail 
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Instam Bunion Relief 
Prove It Af Ply Expense 


Don't send me one cent—just let me gae prove 
it to you as I have done Ay others in the 
last six months. I claim to have the most success- 
jay Ci: for bunions ever made and I want yee 
let me send you a treatment Free, entire! 
+d. expense. I don’t care how many so- ted 
cures, or shields, or pads you =, tried without 
success—I don’t care how disgusted you are with 
them all—you have not tri y remedy and I 
have such a gt confidence in it that lam go- 
ina se send y a treatment absolutely 
E. itis a ventartel yet simple home remedy 
— relieves you almost instantly of the pain; it 
es the cause of the bunion and thus the ugly 
golermnty disappears—all this while you are wear- 
ing tighter shoes than ever. Just send your name 
and address and treatment will be sent you 
promptly in plain sealed envelope. 


FOOT REMEDY CO. 
3512 West 26th Street, Chicago, Il, 


















Your t help: mesded to 
g demand of - - 


th --bo 
New.” If you attend movies, you know what's wanted. 
count, not special education. You 
hts”’ are as good - anybody’s. 
‘ormer Scenario Editor Shows You How 
reenn See your own creations 
shown on screen. Fascinating! former Scenario Editor I show 
and re endorse and sie Wie ~ Ee 
ie month. nents Pething to Ling Galenas t 
x ‘to rite Photoplays,’’ Elbert Moore, Box 


WANTED—AN IDEA! WHO CAN THINK OF SOME 


simple thing to patent. Protect your ideas, they may bring 
you wealth. Write for “Needed Inventions” and “How to 
Get Your Patent and Your Money.” Randolph & Co 
Patent Attorneys, Dept. 129, Washington, D.C. 








PERSONAL 
Messrs. GOODERHAM & WORTS (Limited) Toronto, 
Canada, beg to announce that the whisky they are now send- 
ing to the United States is TEN YEARS OLD. 











With the College Wits 














A Race With Death 
—Carnegie Tech Puppet. 


Lost—“Oh, dear! Oh, dear!” 

““What’s the matter?” 

‘John lost his voice on the wireless tele- 
phone and we don’t know where to look 
for it.’—Penn State Froth. 


Riot, Please!—Mamie—tThe police just 
broke up a big anarchist parade on Market 
street. 

Jamie—No wonder. The red flags an- 
noyed the bulls.—Chaparral. 


Why—Sihe—Why do they call this soup 
Puree de Jackson? 

He—Well, you see, Jackson is the name 
of the chef and he had a hand in it. 
Harvard Lampoon. 

Lost—Whisper—Professor, someone is 
using a crib in your class! 

Prof.—Sh-h-h! How do you know? 

Whisper—I looked for it in the library 
and it was gone!— Punch Bowl. 

Useless—First stewed Why do you drink 
so much? 

Second ditto—To drown my _ troubles. 

First ditto—Do you get away with it? 

Second ditto—No, confound ’em, they 
can swim.— Purple Cow. 


Colossal Ignorance—Fair fair-visitor 
Can you tell me why the State exhibits are 
all closed on Sundays? 

Gruff guide—Well, I should say so! Don’t 
you know that the States belong to the 
Union?— Stanford Chaparral. 


More Orderly —W illard—Are you going 
to hang your stockings up Christmas Eve? 

Emma—No, I've outgrown that sort of 
thing. 

Willard—Well, it’s more orderly than 
leaving them lying around on the floor. 
Widow. 


Every lover of a good cocktail should insist that Abbott's 
Bitters be used in making it; insures your getting the very 


best. C. W. Abbott & Co., Baltimore, Md (ADV) 








Hotel 


Marie Antoinette 


Broadway 66th & 67th Sts. 
NEW YORK CITY 








SITUATED in the most convenient location in 
town Modern in every detail, absolutely fire- 
proof, within ten minutes of the leading depart- 
ment stores, shops and theatres Convenient to 
Pennsylvania and Grand Central Depots 


Rooms, with Bath, $2.50 Per Day Up 
Suites, $4.00 Per Day Up 
ROOMS $1.50 PER DAY UP 
Restaurant of Unusual Excellence 


H. STANLEY GREEN 


Managing Director 

















The Ideal Tour to Mexico, Panama 
California Resorts 


is Via 


NEW ORLEANS 


** The Paris of America’’ 


Offering delightful variation from the Winter abroad, with 
all the attractions of a Continental city 


Winter Race Meeting January Ist to March 7th 


The St. Charles 


Finest all-year hotel in the South. Perfecthy appointed and 
accommodating 1ooo guests 


ALFRED S. AMER & CO., Ltd., Props. 


Send for Folder 












































All ieieas Only 25° 


can't break you, but they will make you a staunch, permanent 
customer of French’s Cuban Specials. That's why we've gonc 
to extra expense to place this sample box of five genuine Cuban 
smokes of the fae flavor and fragrance in your hands at less 
than cost. Will ve it for yourself—to-day? You risk 
nothing! Send 2e SS silver or stamps. We pay postage. 











FRENCH TOBACCO CO., Dept. 3, Statesville, N.C. 


ROMEIKE’S fs 


will send you all newspaper clippings which 


BUREAU 
may appear about you, your friends, or any 
subject on which you may want to be “up to 
date.”” Every newspaper and periodical of 
importance in the United States and Europe 
is searched. Terms, $5.00 for too notices. 
HENRY ROMEIKE, 106-110 Seventh Ave., N. Y. 

















JANUARY 


FILM FUN 


At All Newsstands 
10c a Copy—$l a Year 
Published by 


LESLIE-JUDGE CO. 


225 FIFTH AVENUE, NEW YORK CITY 




















Passing the Mustard 


Substituted—“‘So you have taken to 
carrying around a monkey? This is going too 
far.” 


s * 
“Weil, you never go anywhere with me,” A Uu t O ” I nN t O xX 1 C a t 1 O n 
was his wife’s somewhat ambiguous retort.— pAPproved by I 
rife , Ine arvey . uey 
Pittsburgh Post. oo ~ N O M yY th 


Good House- 


‘“ ah ' keepi ? 

He Had It—“Hullo, Tom! What's Bureau of UTO-INTOXICATION is caused by con- 
this I hear about your having some labor- Foods, San- ° ° ° ° 

saving device?” aes ition and stipation. The bowels fail to function prop- 

It’s true, all right. I’m going to marry erly. The lower intestine becomes filled with 


an heiress.”—Boston Transcript. A 
disease-breeding waste matter. 





- 


—_ae 4 fight headed, a ere ee Many physicians, who have long recognized 
Doctor—Delirious or blonde?—Detroit Free the dangers attending the use of strong purges 
Press. and of habit-forming laxatives and cathartics, 
The Orator—“I tell you, my friends,” have adopted the mineral oil treatment, as a 
roared the patriot on the stump, “our navy saner, more natural way of combating the evils 


may not be the biggest and finest thing of its 
kind afloat, but we have two of the finest 
oceans lapping our shores to sail one on that 
the history of the world has ever known.” 


of constipation and auto-intoxication. 
Nujol conforms in every respect to the require- 





Topeka Journal ments of the mineral oil treatment. Its purity 

A Slight Detail—“What do you think is vouched for by the world’s largest refiners. 
sg allay ag hag te agg Most druggists carry Nujol, which is sold only 
called me a bare-faced robber?” in pint bottles packed in cartons bearing the 
i bien“ pocbabily i his = oe sop ae Nujol trademark. If your druggist does not 


notice your mustache.’’—New York Globe. 


carry Nujol, accept no substitute. We will 

send a pint bottle prepaid to any point in the 

inquired the landlady, “between a turkey United States on receipt of 75c—money 
pn 5. order or stamps. 


Fa. an Sa, Nee Sas se ~ a Write for booklet “ The Rational Treat- 


Why Not?—‘ What's the difference,” 


dinner and a mess of stewed prunes?”’ 
“T don’t know,” said the solemn boarder. 


as well save money and serve prunes.” 
Louisville Courier-Journal. 


ment of Constipation.’’ Address Dept. 13. 


Sorghum’s Method—*“How did you Baw : STANDARD OIL COMPANY 


leave all the folks out home?’ 

“First rate,” replied Senator Sorghum. | p 4 Nujol Davenae Cteer Sonmay New Sense 
“T told them I was going to see if I couldn't i r . 
straighten out a few problems for the 
government between now and spring. That 
cheered them up a great deal.”’ 

“To what problems did you have refer- 








| 
| 
| 
ence?” 
“Oh, nothing in particular. I never go | 
into details with my constituents. If you | 
| 

' 

| 








get to explaining things, you are liable to 

make them sound so easy that the voters 

get to thinking they don’t need you.” 
} Cleveland Plain Dealer 











allowed in this park?” 
“Oh, yes, sir. Most anything allowed, 


cept spoonin’ and kissin’. “Baltimore Sun. | 1 Hotels Indian River and Rockledge, Rockledge, Florida 


located 150 miles below Jacksonville on the Indian River in the midst of the famous Indian 








| Allowed—* Guard, is any osculation | 


Talk With Shaves—Bili—Can you 


shave yourself as well as a barber can River orange groves. A great deal of money has been spent on the property, making the 
shave you? hotels equal to the best hotels in the State. Fine hunting, wild turkey, duck, quail, 

Jill—I think so, but the trouble is I hate jacksnipe and deer; also as good fishing as there is to be had in Florida. One of our great 
to talk to myself.—Yonkers Statesman. attractions is the Golf Course, one of the bestin the South. Boating, motor-boating, clock 


golf, tennis, billiards, pool and dancing. Opens January 5th. Accommodates 400. Write 
for Circular. Address W. W. Brown, Hotel Manhattan, 42nd St., New York City, until 
December 25th; then Rockledge, Florida. Also Manager Granliden Hotel, Lake Sunapee, 


_A Distinction—Anick—Did that firm 
fail to pay its debts? 
Knock—No: it failed so it wouldn’t have N. H., and Hotel Aspinwall, Lenox, Mass. Seasons 1914 and 1915. 


to pay them.—Chicago Herald. 





























Every Married Couple 


and all who contemplate marriage 


Should Own 


this complete informative book 


“The Science of a New Life” 


By JOHN COWAN, M.D. 


Endorsed and recommended by foremost 
megical and religious critics throughout 
the U.S. Unfolds the secrets of married 
happiness, so often revealed too late! No 
book like it to be had at the price. We can 
only give a few of the chapter subjects 
here as this book is not meant for children. 
(Agents wanted.) 








SPECIAL OFFER 
The regular price is 
3.00. In order to 


s . Marriage and Its Advantages Age at Which 
introduce this work - x -y od. 


to Marry. Law of Choice Love Analysed 
into as many neigh- Qualities One Sheuld Avoid in Choosing. An- 
borhoods as poasibie atumy of Reproductic Amativeness. Conti- 


we will, for a limited nence. Children. Genius 

time, send one copy Conception. Pregnancy. Confinement. TWI- 

only to any reader of 

this Magazine, post- 

paid, upen re- Descriptive circular giving full and compl 
plete 

ecvipt of $2.00 table of contents mailed FREE. 


J. S. Ogilvie Publishing Co., ti ere ste 


ried Life is Secured 














its 


PURE FOOD, 
Whiskey 


— 
The Inspec tor Jb' 


ts Back Of 
Every Bort 








The famous Piedmont line. Any of 

our 100 styles and designs sent on 15 days’ 
free trial. We pay the freight. A Piedmont 
pepeceee furs, woolens and plumes from moths, 
mice, dust and damp. Distinctively beautiful. Charmingly 
fragrant. A real money and worry saver. Practically everlasting. 
Finest Christmas, birthday or wedding gift at great soving. MW rite to-day 
Jor our great new 56 page catalog with reduced prices. lt is Sree to you. 


Piedmont Red Cedar Chest Co., Dept. 28, Statesville, N. C. 





















“The Power of Law Training 


werk today for our new 171 page free book“ The Power 
w Training’’’ 





It carries a vital and inspiring message 
to every ambitious man. you know law, greater and 
acocmptehments are yours— in all lines of business as well as 


pe the profession itself. Master minds of the law will train you. 


Write Today for New 171 Page Book 


+ °o tions. Your copy of ‘““The Power of Law Training” is 
‘ou should read it. Write for it now. It’s free. 


iin Seeman Shed of tan, $471 Manhattan Bldg., Chicago, ML 

























Saicck “ Vuloan ” Ink Pencils 


The ONLY perfect, non-leakable 


ive ink pencils at moderate 
Sises— Prices. Ora 
6% and 834 ins. vedas? 


Size—8 inches 
(black only) st. 25. 
REE—1 supply of ink with 
Agents Wanted. Big Profits. 









LIGHT SLEEP. Nursing. How a Happy Mar- | 








J. 4. ULLRICH & CO., 27 Thames St., New York 














Query—“ Jones is in the hospital very 
much run down.” 

“Nervous prostration or automobile? ”— 
Baltimore American. 


Just Natural—‘Do you believe in 
encouraging boys to fight?” 

“No more than in encouraging ducks to 
swim.”—Baltimore American. 


His Advice—Wife—One afternoon I 
win at bridge and the next I lose. 

Hub—Then why not play every other 
afternoon?—Boston Transcript. 


Oh, Papa!—“ Oh, papa!” exclaimed the 
joyous girl, as she tapped her boot with a 
whip, “what do you think of my new riding 
habit?” 

“Daughter,” replied Mr. Growcher after 
a solemn survey, “that doesn’t look to me 
like any habit. It looks more like a perma- 
nent affliction.” —Washington Star. 


An Efficiency Idea—Tuilor—How 
many pockets in your trousers? 

Customer—Only one, please; my wife 
is a busy woman and I want to save her 
time when she goes through them.—Buffalo 
Courier. 


Right Personage in Wrong Convey- 
ance—The Archbishop of Canterbury was 
to officiate at an important service in Lon- 
don. The main entrance to. the Abbey was 
opened, and a great space roped off so that 
the dignitaries might alight from their 
equipages unmolested. When a dusty four- 
wheeler crossed the square, driven by a fat, 
red-faced cabby, bobbies rushed out to head 
him off. 

“Get out of ’ere,” one of them called 
briskly. ‘“‘This entrance is reserved for the 
Archbishop.” 

With a wink and a backward jerk of his 
thumb the irrepressible cabby replied, cheer- 
fully: 

“T ’ave the old duffer inside.”—Christian 
Register. 


A Spook—Blinker—I woke up last night 
with the feeling that my gold watch was 
gone. The impression was so strong that 
I got up to look. 

Jinker—Well, was it gone? 

Blinker—No; but it was going! 
delphia Ledger. 


Phila- 


Sorry to Say—W ife—Have you shut up 
everything for the night? 

Husband (meekly)—I’m sorry to say, dear, 
that I haven’t.—New York Sun. 


His Charm—First New Woman—I don’t 
see how you endure that husband of yours. 
He opposes every article in the feminine 
creed. 

Second New Woman—That is his exact 
charm. We disagree perfectly.—Richmond 
Times-Dispatch. 


Presumption—H oyle—My dentist was a 
German reservist. He is fighting for the 
Fatherland. 

Doyle—Administering gas, I presume?— 
Town Topics. 


Avoid This—We often discard the wrong 
cards, and sometimes it happens that way 
with friendships.—Kansas City Journal. 
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HENEVER Britain sounds 
her war-cry the Scots are 
The kilties and the pipes 


ready. 
They 


take on a new importance. 
become the badges of war. 
People and events that get into the 
public eye get into Les/ie’s, too. 
Pictures that make you see what 
the dailies try to describe show 
Leslie’s readers the news almost 
as quickly as the press associations 
can flash it in. 

Picture reporters in every part of 
the world and expert writers on 
finance, travel, trade, motors and 
sports in charge of its departments 
at home have made Leslie’s Amer- 
ica’s greatest illustrated weekly news- 
paper. 

Its striking pictures, its inform- 
ative departments and its wise 
and conservative editorial policy 
make Leslie’s welcome in more 
than 410,000 good homes —the 
largest circulation of any ten cent 
weekly. 

Leslie’s belongs on your reading table. 
Five dollars with the coupon below brings 
it for a year. 


Leslie's 
Illustrated Weekly Newspaper 
22S Fifth Avenue New York 


Leslie’s, 225 Fifth Ave., New York 


Send me Leslie’s for one year, for which I enclose $5.00. 
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Hogwallow Locals 


Frisby Hancock took his bass fiddle to the Gander creek bottoms yes- 
terday and played several selections under hickory trees, but had little 
success as the hickory nuts are nearly all gone. 

The Hotel Man at Tickville says the chances of many a good fire are 
ruined by the untimely arrival of the fire department. 

| be 7 7 
The first installment of a western serial story appeared last week in the The bigot has lost caste in America. 
Tickville Tidings. The story will come to an end by spring if the press 
. , - 
or the heroine doesn’t break down. It 1s the moderate man who has 
The Rye Straw Storekeeper, who has béen a bachelor for a long time, authority—the man who knows how 


told a man the other day that the women folks still dressed up when they ° 
to use and not misuse. 


came to the store, even if they did not expect to see anybody except him. 


Some people are graceful while others are disgraceful. | You will find thousands of moderate 





Slim Pu ken 7 walking around a good deal now trying to reduce his | men using a wonderfully mild and 
flesh, in order that he can go anywhere a rabbit can this winter. “ % 
| mellow Whiskey—Wilson—Real 


Sidney Hocks has been requested to turn his hat around right, instead - 
"tk : . . . . | 3 
of wearing it hind-part-before. Then people can tell whether he is going to | Wi lson—I ha e's A ll! 
the still house or coming from it. 


Fletcher Henstep was interviewed by the editor of the Tidings, while The Whiskey for which we invented the Non-Refillable Bottle 
in Tickville the other day, and Fletcher is anxious to get this week’s issuc ‘ 
so that he can see what the editor says. 

Frisby Hancock says parents may have more than one set of twins, ieee’ ane _ eee mpm . ouree Ge sigan fer 

: : : mixed drinks. Address Wilson, 315 Fifth Ave., N. Y. That's All! 


but that you never hear of twins having more than one set of parents. 
Yam Sims accompanied the Calf Ribs Widow to the Rye Straw store 
Tuesday to assist her home with a spool of thread. 


Cricket Hicks bought a nickel’s worth of nails while at Bounding Billows 
yesterday, and some decided improvements are looked for in this immediate 


vicinity soon. 





Fletcher Henstep received his monthly story paper from Augusta, Maine, 


and is glad to know that the hero did not ride his bicycle off of the high bluff. MELLOW 
An addition has been built to the hitch rack at the Hog Ford still house. 


Cricket Hicks was mingling in railroad circles in Tickville this week, 
having given the engineer a chew of tobacco. 





A lot of hen eggs were found in Poke Eazley’s pockets when he was un- 
expectedly searched at the postoffice Friday. It is believed he came by 
them dishonestly as nobody remembers having seen a hen around him at 
all that day. 


Dock Hocks thinks if a bullet was not always in such a hurry it would 
get more game. 


While gathering persimmons on Musket Ridge one day this week, 
Slim Pickens fell out of the tree, but on account of his weight was not 
seriously injured. 


The Wild Onion School Teacher, one of the smartest men since the 
days of Jesse James, will begin his next spring’s term of school within a few 
days now. He has decided to make this forward step to eliminate the hot 
weather period of school. By beginning the spring and summer term now 
it will be through with long before the hot weather begins, and then he can 
take up his fall and winter term and carry it through the hot months, thus 
doing away with the necessity of a fire in the stove. 


People who live in stone houses should not throw glasses. "THE road to pure whisky 
is an arduous one—the road 
In the excitement of the busy social whirl Miss Rosy Moseley has to mellow whisky is a long one — 


our faithfulness in following 
both these roads, care and 
time, is what makes Cascade 


forgot where she stuck her chewing gum the last time 


. Faint heart never won fait lady. Raz Barlow presented Miss Flutie Gietination. 
Belcher with a nice bunch of possum grapes Sunday. Original Bottling has 
Old Gold Label. 
The Hogwallow Improvement Association announces, after a business GEo. A. DICKEL & Co 


meeting Tuesday night, that it is very well pleased with the new hat worn Distillers Nashville, Tenn. 
by Miss Cordelia Hellwanger.—George Bingham in Hogwallow Kentuckian. 
\ g : 5 






































CARAMELS 


will be an added pleasure to your guests. 


I Scsugy caramels are “really different”—better than you prob- 
a Vy imagine. They are rs in appearance, quality 

flavor and the most carefully made of all confections. 
In case your local dealer cannot supply you send twenty-five cents 


for a trial introductory package. Then you will know just how 
delicious Caramels can be. 


NEW YORK 
“KING OF CARAMEL MAKERS” 


30 West 34th Street 42nd Street and Fifth Avenue 
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Twenty-nine Years Before The First Canal eee | 


Was Built Carstairs Rye had reached the 
“top notch” of perfection. This same 
perfect ion—so much enjoyed in the “good 
old times”—is yours today, in the non- 
a bottle—“A Good Bottle to Keep 
Good Whiskey Good.” 


CARSTAIRS 
WHISKEY 

















Stories with Smiles 


A Logical Lunatic—‘“Lunatics fre- 
quently return amusing answers,” says the 
superintendent of a great insane asylum. 

“One day a keeper was out walking with a 
number of harmless inmates, and the party 
met a pedestrian not far from the railway 
tracks. ‘With a nod toward the tracks the 
traveler asked one of the lunatics: 

‘*Where does this railway go to?’ 

“The lunatic surveyed him scornfully for 
a moment and then replied: 

‘*‘Nowhere. We keep it here to run 
trains on.’’”—Youth’s Companion. 


Value of a Horse—In an Ohio town 
there was a groceryman who kept the most 
emaciated-looking horses in the whole state. 
One day the delivery boy drove one of the 
nags a bit too hard, and, finding a soft spot 
in the lower end of the township, the horse 
lay down and peacefully died. Large com- 
motion, of course, on the part of the owner. 

“I’m awfully sorry, Mr. Brown,” said the 
agitated boy. “I didn’t go to do it.” 

“You are sorry, are you?” yelped the 
agitated Mr. Brown. ‘Well, is that going 
to pay me for the loss of the horse?”’ 


“No, sir,” answered the boy. “I will 
pay for the horse, all right. You can take 
him out of my next week’s wages.’ —Ex- 


change. 


An Ungallant Hobo—A hobo knocked 
on the back door of a suburban home, which 
was opened by a large, muscular, hard-faced 
woman. 

‘Get out of here, you miserable tramp!” 
exclaimed the woman in a screechy voice, 
at the first sight of the hobo. “If you don’t 
march straight for that back gate I will call 
my husband!” 

“IT guess not,” was the calm response of 
the tramp. “He ain’t home.” 

“Is that so, Mr. Tramp?” was the scorn- 
ful rejoinder of the large lady. “‘ How do you 
know he isn’t at home?” 

“Because,” grinned the hobo, backing 
toward the aforesaid gate, “‘when a man 
marries a woman like you he is home only 


at meal time.’”’—Philadelphia Telegraph. 


The Deferred Answer—At the rate of 
100 yards in 18 seconds Jobson was running 
for a train. The reason he wasn’t running 
faster was, that was as fast as he could run. 
Or, as the children say, all the faster that he 
could run. 

Blogson, on the sidewalk, was making no 
speed at all. The reason was he was standing 
still. He wasn’t catching trains that morn- 
ing. 

Suddenly Blogson called: 

“Hey, Jobson! Jobson! Hey!” 

Jobson turned without slackening his 
speed any more than he could help, for he 
knew that if he didn’t catch that train it 
would go without him, and Jobson took 
nothing in life more serious than he did 
catching trains. 

‘“Goin’ somewhere?” Blogson called. 

Two days later Blogson’s telephone bell 
rang at 3 o’clock in the morning. Blogson 
answered it with one hand while he rubbed 
the sleep out of his eyes with the other. 
Jobson’ $ voice: 

‘This you, Blogson? Y es, I was going to 
catch a train. G’bye!”—Louisville Times. 
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GUILTY ? 
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A beautiful queen, young, impulsive, 
generous and brave 
lace of fabulous price 





a diamond neck- 
was she the 





innocent victim of a vulgar plot hatched in the brain of a dissolute woman and a discredited courtier, or was she a 


party to the conspiracy for the possession of the bauble? 


A populace inflamed with hate and crying for bread 


sealed its verdict in her blood and that of the fairest and the bravest of France. 
Thrones have tottered and dynasties have crumbled into the dust of oblivion through ceuses relatively 


as insignificant as a pin-prick. 


Fate selects strange agencies in working out her designs, and nowhere is this more 


evident than in the marvelous stories told in the twenty volumes of the new edition of 


FAMOUS CHARACTERS OF HISTORY 


You will search in vain in history or 
fiction for a parallel to these pulsing life 
stories of men and women around whom 
history revolves. Is it any wonder that 
the appetite of the reading public de- 
mands edition after edition- -that no 
home or sehool library is considered 
complete without 
these wonderful 
hooks ? 





2600 Years of History —But 
History with All the Thrill 


and Fascination of Romance 


Instead of a dry history of the world 
giving a jumble of facts, dates and figures, 
each of these 20 volumes is a complete 
life story—an enthralling romance, an 
entertaining novel in every sense except 
that it is true. 

We follow the fortunes of Caesar as 
he extends the boundaries of Rome to in- 
clude all the known parts of the earth, 
and we are with him on the fatal ides of 
March. We see how the beauty of a 
woman—Cleopatra—wrecked the life of 
Antony, and turned aside the tide of 
Rome’s destiny and therefore that of 
the world. 

History in the form of Biography is 
our great instructor. The lives of famous 
characters are the beacons that will guide 
us safely on the voyage of life, though the 
sea of time we navigate is full of perils. 
But it is not an unknown sea. It has been 
traversed for ages, and there is not a 
sunken rock or treacherous shoal which is 
not marked by the wreck of those who 
have preceded us. 
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NEVER AGAIN SUCH A BARGAIN 


OUR GREAT INTRODUCTORY OFFER 





If You Are Prompt 
SHAKESPEARE GIVEN 


6 VOLUMES—Red and Gold 












Send Coupon Today and Understand Why 
This Offer Has Been Acclaimed the Most Remark- 
able Ever Made—Why It Has Taken the Reading 
Public By Storm—Why It Is Necessary To Act 
Quickly To Take Advantage of It. 

We not only send you the 20 volumes of Famous 
Characters at half price, but a 6 volume Imported 
red and gold set of Shakespeare, complete— 
without costing you a cent. 

You get 26 volumes, including the immortal 
tragedies, comedies, poems and sonnets of Shake- 
speare (each volume 614x4!4 inches, printed on 
Bible paper in large, clear type)—but only while 
the imported Shakespeare lasts. An elegant gift 
for some relative or friend! Don’t put it off and be 
disappointed—but SEND COUPON TODAY. 


Whether you are just starting, or are putting the 
finishing touches to, a choice collection of books, you 
can’t afford to neglect this opportunity. 


You never saw such value for the money 


20 beautifully bound gold top books filled from cover 
to cover with tragedy and comedy—with the loves 
and hates of men and women whom 
to know is a necessary part 
of an all-round 
education. 










PARTIAL LIST OF CHARACTERS 
Every One a Wonderful Personality 


1. Alexander the Great 11. Mary Queen of Scots 
2. William the Conqueror 12. Henry IV 

3. Cyrus the Great 13. Xerxes 

4. Hannibal 14. Julius Caesar 

5. Pyrrhus 15. Nero 

6. Peter the Great 16. Cleopatra 

7. Genghis Khan 17. Darius the Great 

8. Hernando Cortez 18. Josephine 

9. Marie Antoinette 19. Queen Elizabeth 
10. Romulus 20. Alfred the Great 


These are the men and women who made history of their 
own day, and whose example, as guide or warning, is the most 
precious part of our heritage from the ages. 

A DISCOUNT OF 50°. BY SENDING $1 NOW 

The original publishers’ price was $30.00. Our opening 
price on this superb New Edition is $15.00—but we can not 
promise to hold the price long at this figure—and the number of 
orders that will come to us in the next two or three weeks 
promises a speedy exhaustion of our available stock, so there 
will be a delay in filling orders not sent immediately. The 
20 volumes contain 5250 pages and 60 full page illustrations in 
sepia. Each volume 8x5" inches. Rich cloth binding—gold 
tops—a volume it is a pleasure to read and handle. And 
Shakespeare Free for just the little while they last 


Money Back If Not Satisfied. But You Must Send Coupon Now 
Fill Out and Send Coupon Attached to Your Letterhead 






TRU nO Ue MMAR EAH 


(LAO AMAT SHORT VATA AGE SERA 


i RNA NLT 


WH 


SOIR HHH, 





0 oi A 
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8 Brunswick Subscription Co., ‘ Bs 

. 407 Brunswick Bldg., New York City. 

' Send me the 20 gold top volumes of “Famous Characters 
8 of History” and the 6 volume Shakespeare, as per your 
& offer. Enclosed find $1.00 first payment. If as represented, 
1 I will keep the books and remit $1 00 a month for 14 months 
a after their receipt. Otherwise, I will, within 5 days, ask 
a for instructions for their return, at your expense, my $1.00 
§ to be refunded on their receipt. 
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The “Clubby” Smoke—“Bull” Durham 


You start something lively when you produce “Bull” Durham in a crowd 


of live- wires and start “rolling your own . That fresh, mellow-sweet fragrance 
of “Bull” makes everyone reach for “the makings”. A hand-rolled “Bull” 
Durham cigarette brims over with zest and snap and the sparkle of sprightly spirits. 
6“ Ce NUINE Ask for FREE pack- 
+4 age of “‘papers”’ 
U LL DU ie HAM with each 5c sack 
~ 
SMOKING TOBACCO Q 


Made of rich, ripe Virginia-North Carolina leaf, “Bull” FEm 
Durham is the mildest, most enjoyable tobacco in the world. : 
Its unique aroma and pleasing flavor give } 

you wholesome, lasting satisfaction. 


No other cigarette can be so full of life f 
and youthful vigor as a fresh- rolled cigarette of tf 
“Bull” Durham. “Roll your own’ " with “Bull” rf 
and you ll discover a new joy in smoking. _ 4 a RQ, | 
THE AMERICAN TOBACCO COMPANY — sae) 
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